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This little book contains extracts from the letters of 
Private Daniel John Sweeney of the 1st Lincoln Regiment during 
the First World War. 

He joined the Army in 1907 and was discharged on 15th March 1919. 
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REME a regular soldier who rose to rank of Captain and 
afterwards volunteered for service with the Sixth Airborne. 
3rd Patrick Sweeney 
RAF. 


Ath Peter Sweeney 
RAOC - AKS & OBLI. 


Tales of WORLD WAR (1) 


EXTRACTS from LETTERS written by 
PRIVATE DANIEL JOHN SWEENEY 
ist LINCOLN REGIMENT 


B.S.F. (Serving in France) 


Machine Gun School 
General Headquarters, 
B.E.F. FRANCE 

19th July 1915. 
I received your parcel on the same afternoon as I left Rouen to come to 
this place. The name of this place I am not allowed to tell you. It 
could not have come at a better time as we were in the train from 12 o'c 
p.m. on Friday night until 9.15. o'c a.m. on Sunday and all we had in the 
way of food was six hard biscuits and a pound tin of bully beef and that 
was all we got until 10 o'c a.m. on Sunday morning when we arrived here 
so you can see how nice that box of chocolate was to me and my chums. We 
are now settled down here for about two weeks to learn the Maxim Gun then 
we have to go up to our Regiments which are at present in one of the 
worst parts of the firing line known to us men as "Worse than Hell). 
It is a terrible place and fighting is always going on there, you read a 


lot in the papers 


about the same place. It was once one of the prettiest towns in 
France, but now it is only a heap of ruins with dead civilians and 
soldiers everywhere, if only the slackers of England were to see 

this place I do not think they could hang back any longer, 

especially the little children and young women who have been killed 
there - but most of the people in England do not realise what a 
terrible war this is. Even our soldiers dread to hear that 

they have got to go to this place - anywhere except there is the cry. 
I dread going myself, but of course, someone must go so it is not any 
good going with a bad heart. I always say to myself if it is God's wish 
that I get wounded or killed it is to be and no one can stop it, but I 
do wish He would stop this murder. I am afraid you will think me a 
lively fellow telling you this but I do like to speak my mind and not 
write and say things that happen and never do. I must say that the 
boys are always cheerful, it is surprising what a spirit an English 
soldier has, no matter if it is pouring with rain and they are wet to 
the skin they still keep singing, they sing all the more if it rains 
faster, it is a good job we have got men like that or else I do not know 
where we would be. We are at a Convent a good way from the town and we 
do our drills in the grounds and sleep in tents now that it is hot. 
There are a lot of little girls in this Convent, such nice little mites 
some of them are, we only see them once a day and they all chatter, but 


I cannot understand much French- I wish I could. 


No.4. Company 6th Entrenching 
Batt. B.E.F. 


17th August, 1915. 
It is nearly 8 o'.p.m. the lights will soon have to be blown out and I 
shall have to go to bed. I have a nice bedroom, it is an old barn with 
half the roof still clinging to it and plenty of straw and a lot of rats, 
but they have a job to wake me up once I get to sleep. We do not get much 
time to ourselves - We start work at 7 o'c a.m. we march from our billets 
to our work which is 5 miles and we work until 4 o'c p.m., and get back to 
our billets at 5.30 o'c p.m. and by the time we have finished our dinners 
it is nearly 7 o'c p.m. we have to be in bed by 8 o'c pm. but I am quite 
satisfied with this work. We are digging some trenches about 2 miles behind 
the firing line - I am with my old Captain who was in charge of our Machine 
Guns at the battle of Neuve Chaelle where he was wounded. When I arrived 
back at Rouen he sent for me and we were talking about old times so he 
Said "You had better come along with me in this new "Regiment" so he 
arranged it and here I am. I am his Orderly, he is a gentleman, not one 
of those who are always bullying their men and he gets a lot more work 
done by treating the men as men. The weather out here is very hot and 
makes us so thirsty and we are only allowed so much water - if we have 
any other water than that which comes out of the Water Cart we have to boil 
it before drinking it owing to so much fever being about. We are going to 
win, but I cannot see any finishing to it just yet. It was terrible last 


winter, I do not know how I managed to stick it 
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without a days illness, but I did. I saw big strong men crying 
because their feet were so cold and frostbitten we used to be up to 
our waist in water and mud for three days and nights without any sleep 
and very little to eat, we had the food but could not find any dry 
place to cook it. Most of the people at home round their big 

fires would not believe it. After we had had three days and nights 
in the trenches another regiment would come and relieve us, then we 
had three days rest and in that three days we had to dry and wash our 
clothes, get all the mud off them then back to the trenches to get 
wet through again. It was FINE "I don't think." 


September 1915 
Last Monday morning the 6th Enttrenching Battalion proceeded to their 
work. - they arrived there at 8.30 o'c a.m. and started work. About 9 
o'c a.m. without any warning there was a loud explosion and when the 
smoke cleared away there was not a man to be seen, I expected they 
had all been blown up. My Captain's horse broke loose, but I 
managed to catch him and put him into his dug-out which had been 
built in case of any shells. I was just under 100 yards away from 
where the bomb burst and could see out of my horse's dug-out where I 
had to get in as well. Everything was quiet for about a minute and 
then I heard another bomb coming through the air and then a lot of 
bangs which our air guns were making. This is what happened, A German 
airman had the cheek to come over us and watch us hard at work and as 
he felt an to a bit of sport and without letting us know anything 


about it he dropped a bomb on to us, luckily he was a bad 


shot and it dropped about 300 yards away from us, as it happened 


every man was under cover, so he did not hurt a fly, but he 
smashed our trenches up a bit. However, three French airmen seemed 
to come from nowhere and had him in a circle and he was down in 


just over three minutes. All our boys ran to meet 
the German 


airman, and if it had not been for our Captain he would have had a 


very rough time. They were not hurt. One of them was only a young 

man about my own age, they could speak English quite well. Nothing 

further happened to our Battalion until Wednesday then we had a 

very hot time and were very lucky considering the size of the shells 

we had sent to us by Frits. We had nine wounded, none serious, and none 

killed, but they sent nine of their biggest shells. The shells they sent 

cost a lot of money, our people do not waste those 

sort unless they are certain of a big prize. Nothing has happened since up 

to now. I am writing this not 30 yards from where the first shell fell. 

Today is Sunday - there is a big bombardment going on on our left now and 

they are really going at it, something is happening there, either an attack 

by us or them - it seems as if they are attacking us as the guns sound like 

ours. I have no more to report this week, only that so many of our 

battalion have been sent up to their regiments. I only hope they do not 

take me, as they are going to that place I said we call "Worse than Hell". 
12th October 1915. 


I am getting on fine with the cooking, but now I have to cook in 


the same room as the officers and it was a bit off at first but I 

am used to it now. I have shifted from the village I was at when 

I last wrote to you and this place is fourteen miles away from it 

and much nearer the firing line, a bit too near in fact. This 

village is just the same as it would be in peace time, all the 

people still live here, they will not leave, not while there are 
"Tommys" about, when the "Tommys" leave then they know it is time 

for them to move too. I have a nice little cottage here and the old 
lady is very kind, but the worst of it is we have a job to understand 
each other, I speak to her and she says "No compree" 

and she speaks to me and I say "No compree" but still we manage to 
make each other understand what we want. As I have told you I cook in 
the same room as the officers and they do have a game with me. The 
other night I was seeing to the soup and they were all around 

the stove and I could hardly move, I was putting some pepper into the 
soup when the Captain said "Be a bit more liberal with with the 
pepper, and knocked my hand and a lot more went into the pot than 
ought to have done, then at dinner he had the cheek to say that there 
was too much pepper in the soup. They hide all my utensils and they 
enjoy it very much if I happen to burn myself and often try and make 
me burn myself, they are a lot of "lads" always happy 

when in mischief. My Captain has received orders that he has got to go 
up to the fighting line to join the regiment so we will soon 

be losing him. Since this advance started nearly all the officers 


have received sudden orders to join their regiments, you see when 


ae 


send to us as we are the nearest to the trenches and so our men can get 
to then far quicker than the men who are at the base which is a very 
long distance from the trenches, then when a lot go from this place 
another lot come in their place - Here come my tormentors for their 
tea. 

1st Lincoln Regt., 

bvision BEE. 
25th Oct. 1945. 

At last I have arrived at the fighting line and a terrible place it is 
It is the very worst part of the line and there is always fighting 
going on here. It is the place I told you we call "Worse than Hell". I 
am going into the trenches tonight and speaking truly I dread going 
but someone has got to do it. This battalion I am in has lost a 
terrible lot of men and there are only two that I know in this 
regiment, one is an old friend of mine who I last saw in 1908 - he then 
went to India - he won the D.C.M. last September. Now I must get 
myself ready to go to the trenches as we have to walk ten miles and it 
is very hard work with the weight we have to carry - all we can hear 
is, bang, bang, bang, it 1s shells everywhere. 


"D" Company ist 
Lincoln Regt., 
By Ear: 


14th Decr. 1915. 
We have been very busy this last month. You will see by my address 
that it 1s altered. I am not in the 3rd Division or 9th Brigade now. We 
left that place "Hell" as I called it six weeks ago and came to this 
place which is Just like heaven compared to Ypres the place we were at. 


We are not in the trenches which are just in front of a 
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very big town, the French trenches are a mile and a half from this town 
and the Germans are always shelling it. When we are out of the 
trenches we go into billets in this town and we have had a faw shells 
on our house. We go into the cellars after the first shell as quickly 
as we can but it is the first shall that wants dodging. Last time we 
ware out a shell came and caught three of our officers and twenty man 
- all wounded - one blown to pieces. I expect you 


will hardly believe me when I tell you that the civilians are still 
in the town. We can go out and buy anything we want, that is if we 


have any money which we get vary little of. All the public houses are 
open and the tea shops, jewellers shops as wall, it is just like 
London. No doubt this is hard to believe as the trenches are only a 
mile and a half away. We could have a fine time here when we are out 
of the trenches if the "Stingy Government" would give us a little more 
to spend. We get five francs every month that is four shillings and 
two pence in English money, that does not last two hours here when a 
fellow buys a loaf and a couple of eggs to take in the trenches with him 
it is nearly all gone. There are some lovely Xmas presents here which 
I would like to send to you but I can only see one way of getting them 
and that is if the Germans send a shell into the front window of the 
shop then we may be able to borrow a few things until after the war. 

I am as wall as can be expected under the circumstances. Wa have had 
a lot of rain this last two weeks and the trenches are up to our necks 
in mud and water* To get into the trenches we have to go through water 
up to our waists and it is so cold. If we happen to slip off the 


planks which we 
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cannot see as they are covered with mud and water, we get a swim. 
There are three of our men missing believed to have been drowned. It 
is pitch dark at night so you will see that a man going on a message 
has not much chance of any help, he can shout but then the Germans 
turn their maxim guns in the direction of the sound. I expect I shall 
be in these trenches for Xmas, but do not be sorry as it is just as 
good as being out, only if we were out and paid it might be a little 
like Xmas, but never mind. This will be my second Xmas in the 
trenches, but last Xmas it was a bit exciting as then we met the 
Germans between the trenches, but that will not happen this time. I 
have had a few narrow escapes since I have been in this place, but 
nothing to speak of. Old Fritz sends a few Whiz Bangs at us which 
want dodging, but for every one he sends us we send him 
five back. 
“Lincoln Regt. 

B.E.F. 

17th Decr.1915. 
My luck is in - I have the employment of officers cook again but it 
is not such a nice time as I had before as I have to go into the 
trenches just the same and cook for them there, but it is better than 
doing sentry duty. It 1s very hard work cooking on an old pail with 
coke, and the officers expect five course dinners just the same-well I 
do my best for them and I have suited them very well up to now but 
they are not like my Captin who I am sorry to say I have not heard 
anything of since I left the entrenching battalion. We have been 


having it very rough out here, up to our necks in mud and water 
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in some parts of the trench, we have had three men drowned - it has been 
awful, I cannot explain what it is like, but Fritz has caused a lot of 
it as he was pumping all the water from his trench into ours with an 
electric pump, so we were fed up with it and late Thursday at 3 o'c.a.m. 
Old Woolwich (our artillery) bombarded Fritz's trenches and the Somerset 
Regiment charged and my regiment was in support. The Somerset's took 
three lines of trenches but retired back to the German first line as the 
other two lines were full of water and the best part of it was there 
were only two of our men wounded in this turn out, it seemed too good to 
believe, but it was true as we had it read out to us by the General. We 
captured a large number of prisoners, the remainder were left dead. It 
was pounding with rain and the bombardment must have been awful for 
Frits, but he had given us a few unhappy times so I had no pity for him. 
Last time we were going into the trenches I had a terrible lot of goods 
to carry - all the tinned food the officers buy and I could hardly 
manage the lot but I had to get there somehow. There was myself and four 
other officers servants and it was so dark we could not see our hands 
before us, we were going along a communication trench known as "Lovers 
Walk" - I can hardly tell you for laughing but I did not laugh when I 
went into the water - it covered me and I lost the bag of food, but my 
mates managed to get me out - I did swear. My chums were all making a 
noise and laughing, afterwards we went on and then two of them fell in, 
then I laughed, it was a game and also a very cold bath. I arrived in 


the firing line at last then the officers wanted their dinner cooked 
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They saw the state I was in and only laughed - my face was all mud and 
I had lost my cap I was in a state, it is a good job I am used to it. I 
must say that 1 am fed up with it all I sometimes wish that a bullet 
would come and give me a blighty one, you can guess how we feel 
sometimes, but speaking truly even with this two weeks with all the 
rain and being wet through the boys were still singing and laughing 
with each other. It is a good thing that they have such good spirits. 
I have a nice dug-out where I cook and after the officers have had 
their dinner I let as many of the boys who are not on duty come in and 
have a warm and I make them a drop of hot tea, the officers get plenty 
of food, they waste a lot but the boys are glad 


to eat all they leave, The boys are so happy when they can have a 


warm and it makes me feel happy to be able to give them a little 
comfort - you should see the steam rising off their clothing it is the 
only way they can get their clothes dry, we have no change, only 
socks, two pair, and as soon as you change one pair the others are wet. 
It is pitiful to see some of the poor boys , those who have just come 
out and have been used to a good home and a loving mother to look 
after them, they must feel it, but I am used to it as I am an old hand 
at the war game now and have learnt a good many points. 

18th Decr.1915. 
Having a few more spare moments to spare while the lunch is cooking I 
will finish my letter, The weather is turning very good and I do hope 
it keeps like it as I do not want another bath when I go into the 
trenches again on Tuesday night. You say that you pray for me every 


night, and I thank you for it. A lot of men here often offer up 


YP. 
a prayer now especially when the Germans are shelling our trenches. I 
have prayed every night since I have been out here and ever since the 
battle of Neuve Chappel I have believed there is a God because I 
prayed to Him before the battle to keep me safe and He did- I had 
some marvellous escapes. 
"D" Company 
ist Lincoln Regt. B.E.F. 
9th Jan.1916. 
Having just received your letter I an answering it at once while I an 
waiting for the dinner to cook. It has been raining and I have had a 
Job with my coke fire but it is very good now, but the fumes 


make my eyes smart. The dug-out is a little damp about two inches 
of water and plenty of 
mud. I bet I do look a nice cook, now people 


say that we have to eat a peck of dirt before we die I reckon I have 
eaten a ton. We have a rough time in the trenches, but thank God we 
go out to-morrow night. Yesterday morning I was just preparing 


breakfast about 7 aeme when they started shelling 


we were expecting them to send gas but they did not. The bombardment 
put the "wind up" me I can tell you, I must say that I am frightened of 
shells as I have seem so many men torn to pieces by them. We had 1% 
hours bombardment and after it was finished I was just like a jelly. 
We had a good many casualties but thank God I am all right. I do not 
want to see France any more once I can come home to good old London. 
Ath February 1916. 
I am alive, yes, alive I can hardly realise that I am but I have 


stuck a pin into myself a few times to make sure. I expect you 


13. 


knew when the Kaiser's birthday was, well that night at 9.10p.m. I had 
just finished serving the officers dinner up and we were clearing the 
table when all of a sudden there was a crash - I did not run - I went into 
my dug-out with another man, this dug-out was a sheet of corrogated iron 
that is all. The officers were shouting "stand to men", but we could not 
as we were buried, I am glad to say that we were able to breath, but we 
could not get out - my God I thought nay last moment had come, it was pitch 
dark and every shell that burst seemed like a flash of lightening - shells 
were bursting all round us. We were quite helpless as we could not get out 
and to make it worse I could not see where the other man was. I shouted to 
him but he did not answer I thought he was killed, but he told me 
afterwards 


that he tried to answer me but could not speak. How long I was 
buried I do not 
know, however, the officers knew we were there and 


I was shouting and at last a party of men came and dug me out, also the 
other man whom I expected to see dead. Old Frizt did not come over to see 
how we had stuck his bombardment. The boys were longing for him to come, 
every man had ten bombs, and you should have heard them swearing because 
he did not come. We had 900 shells that night and the following afternoon 
were bombarded with another 400 Krupps - What a game this is honestly 
speaking I did not expect to arrive out of that alive. The officers food 
they had bought and cakes etc that had come from home were in that dug- 
out and their idea was that I should have saved all of it. I did finda 
few tins of different food. My old fire bucket was "killed" he was 
flattened out just like a pancake. I found another bucket next day and 


we 
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settled down again but at tea time when I was just sending tea to the 
officers the man who had the teapot in his hand managed to get it 
dangerously wounded, a piece of shrapnel hit the teapot and knocked it 
out of his hand - a lucky excape for the man, after that they shelled 
us for 1% hours, but I am still safe. 

24th February 1916. 
We have been having a most terrible time - I do believe I am not to be 
wounded or killed just yet. The war is now worse than ever it was, It 
has been snowing hard to-day and is very cold. I do wish it was all 
over I have had quite enough of this life. 

2nd March 1916. 

At present I am in a house in a little street 500 yards from the 
Germans - this is what we call "close supports". This row of houses 
has not been damaged much, they are nicely furnished and we can see 
what a hurrey the owners must have left them in. I feel so sorry for 
them as they dare not come to take the furniture away. This is just 
like being at home but we never know when a "Jack Johnson" is coming in 
the window, they do not seem to care for coming in by the door it is 
because they have not got any better manners where they come from 
"Germany". I am sorry to say our time is up here to-night and we have to 
go to the trenches again for a short time and another Regiment is 
coming here, so by the time you receive this letter you will know that 
I am in the trenches again. We have had snow here in tons but the boys 
had a fine game, the fighting was terrible and we did not have one 


"casualty", how was that - why because they were 
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not using munitions but snowballs. When it thawed the trenches were in 
an awful state. I thank you vary much for your offer of some warm 
cloths, but owing to the kindess of the people at home in England I do 
not think there are many men out here who are in want of anything. We 
have a nice leather jacket each which are very warm and are a present 
from good old Canada. 
Address not allowed. 

We have been resting for a week. When we left the trenches we went to 
a big town called —— we were only in the place five days when we 
received a most terrible shock. I am afraid the Censor would not like me 
to tell you what it was and so as not to make him angry I will tell you 
as little of it as I can. After five days rest at ------- we moved 
and next morning we were over 200 miles from ----- 
When I woke up in the morning after a very uncomfortable sleep in a 
cattle truck - where do you think I found myself, well Just 14 miles 
from the town I was in when I was in the entrenching battalion. After 
leaving the trucks we had a very long march, ten miles and now I am 
very near my old captain, I have not seen him yet, but I hear that he is 
Still around this district and 1 am pleased to tell you that he has won 
the Military Cross. The Trenches we dug when I was here last have come 
in very useful to the French, they are in the Verdum district. My 
Captain worked very hard to make these trenches very strong and he has 
had great praise for this. We are a good distance behind the firing 
line but I know we have some very hot work to do before long, we have 
not come all this way for nothing. 

12th April 1916. 


16. 
12th April 1916. 
We have been travelling a lot this last two weeks and now we have not 
much further to go before we are in those horrible trenches again, we 
have had a nice long rest out of them so we must not grumble at going 
to relieve some of the other boys who have been having a very bad time 
of it. When we arrived the attack started they sent a new weapon 
which is fired out of a trench mortar, it is known as a Cylinder it is 
an awful thing. We were bombarded for three hours and then a small 
party of Germans got into our trenches and all had bombs which they 
did a bit of damage with. We only caught one, he was a German officer 
and he stabbed one of our officers in the back, and when the boys went 
to bayonet the German our officers stopped them and told them to have 
mercy on him, which they had to do much against their will. They also 
sent tear shells and gas which played us up a bit, it was a bad time 
and we lost a lot of men - buried by these cylinders. I had one of the 
closest shaves I have ever had, but I am safe although badly shaken. 
I am sure this war will send us all mad, people at home cannot realise 
what the lads out here go through. Anyway we do our best to keep 
happy. We have a very big town where we go for rest and it is out of 
hearing of the shells bursting and that gives us a little time to 
forget and we make the best of it I can tell you. 
16th May, 1916. 
It is simply murder at this part of the line. There is one of our 
officers hanging on the Germans barbed wired and a lot of attempts have 
been made to get him and a lot of brave men have lost their lives in 
the attempt. The Germans know that we are sure to try and get him in 


so all they have to do is put two or three fix rifles 
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on to him and fire every few seconds. He must be riddled with bullets 
by now, he was leading a bombing party one night and got fixed in the 
wire - the raid was a failure. The bombardments at this point are too 
awful to tell you, in fact it would be hard to believe, it is a wonder 
anybody is alive. Both sides are always blowing up mines, they do not 
give any warning -- all one knows is that there is a rumble like an 
earthquake then up goes anybody who happens to be in that part of the 
trench. I have seen hundreds of aeroplanes up and shells bursting all 


round. The airmen out here are very brave and all deserve the V.C. 


The extracts which follow were written after Pte. Sweeney 


returned to the Front from ten days leave in "Blighty". 


23rd June 1916 
I an sorry to tell you that I am not the officers cook now but I am an 
ordinary Sentry. I must say that it is a lot harded but still I would 
sooner do it than be bullied by some so called "Officers". One of 
them wanted his breakfast at 5a.m. and I did not wake up until 
5.30a.m. as I was very tired having been travelling for two days and 
having no sleep, that caused a row so I told the captain that I wished 
to go to duty, he did not like me going but I insisted so now I am 
doing sentry duty. I find that I can eat a lot better than I could 
when I was cooking, but we do not get much to eat, one cannot eat 
anything without much bread and we only get a two pound loaf to be 


shared between five men 
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and that is only enough for breakfast the remainder of the day we have to 
do with biscuits. We are having beautiful weather here. Last night at 
6.30p.m. everything was nice and quiet when old Fritz started sending his 
whiz bangs at us quickly as he could for about 15 minutes then he 
stopped. He killed five and wounded 14 men, but he will have to pay for 
that before very long now, if only he knew what a time he is going to have 
soon he would shake like a jelly. 

29th June 1916. 

By the time you receive this letter the boys hope to be a lot nearer to 
Germany. We came out of the trenches last night and I have not had 10 
hours sleep in the eight days we have been in. It has been raining and 
we had no dug-outs, not allowed to go to sleep only from 9 o.c. to 120.c. 
in the morning. Our guns have been firing day and night and it has been 
impossible to sleep at all. We have worse to come but we are sure of a 
great victory. I pity the German soldiers our artillery has been giving it 
to them day and night and there is not a bit of their first two lines of 
trenches left, Fritz does not seem to have the guns to do much danage, we 
had a lot killed but not a bit like he must have done. I was buried 
twice, but not far down as I was able to push myself out both times. Last 
Tuesday three German soldiers were captured in front of our trenches and 
they told our C.0. that the Germans, 200 of them, were going to raid us at 
1 o'c the following morning. We did not know whether to believe them but 
we got ready for them, we were told to lie in the bottom of the trench, 
we could not make this out but at 1 o'c our patrol came running in and 
said that it was true so all the officers had to do was sent an S.0.S. to 


the artillery and every gun we had was put on to this line of German 
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trenches I have never heard artillery fire so quickly and there was not 
one German alive after they had finished. I am trusting in God to let me 
come out of this big attack safely, I do not mind getting wounded as long 
as I get one so that I can help myself, I do not want to lie on the field 
for hours wounded and then a shell to come and finish the job. Keep a 
good heart as the boys out here are all sure that there is going to be a 
great victory. 

July 1916. 
I an quiet well and have arrived out of this scrap safely - We have got 
them on the run bat they cannot run fast enough. We are out for a 
short rest but hope to be back chasing them soon. 

July 1916. 
I expect by now you know all about the great battle. I told you when I 
was home that it would only be a few weeks, the date of the attack was 
kept secret until the very last minute. I must tell you what I know and 
Saw of this murder, I think I am allowed to tell you and it will be a truer 
story than what you have read in the papers at least I think so. On the 
20th June my regiment were ordered to proceed to the trenches and 
everything went well until midnight of the 24th. I was one of a party of 
men who were to go with an officer (who is dead now I believe) over to the 
German lines to try and find out how strong they were and if possible to 
Spring a surprise bomb attack on them, but just as we were going to start 
we received orders that the great bombardment was going to begin that night 
so that was cancelled. Afterwards our artillery and trench mortars 


Started up and 
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so did Friz's artillery - he sent all his shells into our trenches then 
after a time he stopped but we still carried on up to 4a.m. of the morning 
of the 25th June then our trench mortars stopped and our artillery tired a 
few shells every now and again. Fritz began to puzzle us as he only fired 
a very few rounds that day. Just as it was getting dark the Royal 
Engineers came into our trenches and uncovered the gas cylinders which we 
had brought into the trench a few days before and they fixed pipes into 
them. At 11p.m. that night our artillery started and so did our gas (we 
had our gas helmets on) then when the gas had gone as far as it had to go 
before we attacked our artillery stopped, but as soon as we stopped old 
Fritz's artillery opened out thinking that we were attacking but we were 
not, we were all under what cover we could get of course we had a few 
wounded and killed, but that could not be helped as he was sending some 
very big shells over. Everything quietened down about 3.30a.m. On the 
26th it was not so noisy we kept him awake that night but his artillery 
did not retaliate much. The boys of my regiment also myself were beginning 
to feel the strain as this was our seventh day in the trenches but there 
were no signs of our getting relived so we had to stick it. That night 
Lieut. Kirk, the best officer we had in this company called for volunteers 
to go with him over to see Fritz to see what damage our artillery had 
done, every man in the company would follow this officer anywhere, but he 
only took ten of us, they always expect us Regulars to go on these "trips" 
as we are experts or are supposed to be experts at the game. We took eight 
bombs each and got on top of our trenches in line and a piece of string 
was put from the left hand man up to the right so that we would not get in 


front of each other, well, we crawled up to what 
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was once barbed wire but now there were only little pieces of it and well 
we knew it as our hands were torn with it, but that was nothing. When the 
officer pulled the string that was the order for us to lie still while he 
went forward, when he came back we crawled a little further and at last 
got very near to the enemy's trenches we could not see much but I 
received an awful shock which nearly gave the show away - I heard someone 
in the trench and then I saw him put his hand on the top of the trench 
and then there was a bang and a flash that nearly blinded me -this is 
what happened - the man was a German Officer and at night each side fire 
a sort of rocket up into the air out of a pistol and it bursts into flame 
and shows all "no mans land" up - I was shaking like a Jelly, but our 
officer then pulled the string three times and we stood up and threw two 
bombs each into the trench and ran back to our own trenches as quickly as 
we could. We all got back before the Germans recovered from the surprise 
except five, I was one of them I tripped over something and fell into a 
big shell hole and I stayed there until Fritz had finished his rapid 
fire. We had two wounded but not badly. I crawled in an hour afterwards a 
bit shaken but quite happy. The morning of the 28th came and our 
artillery and trench mortars gave them socks all day but they did not 
retaliate much at all and we were greatly surprised. That night we gassed 
them again but we did not attack. By this time we were about done up as 
it was a terrible strain on anyones nerves, no sleep, and nothing else but 
shells day and night, but at last the order came that we were getting 
relieved. We were relieved at 3.30a.m. on the morning of the 29th, and 
we were not sorry. The regiment that relieved us told us that they were 


making the 


ae 


charge but they did not know when. We left the trench and went into a 
dug-out about two miles behind the firing line and slept all day. On 
the 30th we cleaned up and had a wash and shave, the first wash for 
ten days, my word it was a treat "Sunlight" was "Bon" soap, some 


of the boys had scented soap, but any old soap does out here we do not 


have time to study our complexions. We then received orders that 


greatly surprised all the boys of my regiment, and this is what it was, the 


attack was going to be made on the 1st July, and we were in supports. 


On our way up to the firing line every man had to carry something, some 
would have tools and water cans etc. I was rather unlucky I had to carry 
a box of four Stokes Shells which were no light weight. The 

morning of the 1st July came and I was very tired as we had not had 


much rest but it had to be done and no one knew even on the morning of 


the ist what time the attack was being made but the artillery started at 
6.30a.m. and at 7.30a.m. we heard the C.0. shout "The boys are going over" 
and where we were by getting on the hill near us we could see the boys 
going like mad across "no mans land" but we could not look for long as 
Fritz's artillery observers might have spotted us. At 80'c we began to 
move up but we had to go very slowly up the communication trenches as 
Fritz was shelling all of them, we got our loads and after a very hot time 
we came into our own fire trench, now was the worst part of the job as we 
had to get up the ladders and get across the German trench with our loads 
as quickly as we could, how I managed it I shall never be able to tell, 
but as soon as we were all on top the Germans started sending big shrapnel 
shells - terrible things - I heard when we got into the German first line 


of trenches 
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that fifteen of our boys were killed and wounded coming across, when we got 
into his first line we lost twenty-four men killed by one shell. I was blown 
against the back of the trench and just managed to get into a German dug- 
out before three more big ones came. That night we had to go into the 
firing line and relieve the boys who had made the charge. We captured four 
lines of trenches that day - not so bad. We got into these trenches safely 
and after we had been there a few hours Fritz started his counter attack we 
mowed them down in hundreds and they did not get within 20 yards of our 
trenches, they soon got fed up and did not try again that night. We were 
in the firing line all night of the 1st. also the 2nd. and were relived on 
the night of the third by the ------------- We all came out by way of 
a road and we were very lucky in not getting one man wounded. We are now 
out of hearing of the guns as we have had a twenty-six mile train ride, but 
I do not think it will be long before we are ‘at them' again, but at 
present we are not strong enough. When I think of my poor dear old chums 
who have fallen I could cry. I have had to cry about one of my chums who 
has been out here since the very beginning of the war and had not received 
a scratch, poor lad he died game with his mother's name his last word. I 
cried like a child as not only him but a lot more of my poor comrades have 
gone. You cannot realise what it is like to see poor lads lying about 
with terrible wounds and not being able to help them. We came out of action 
with four officers out of twenty-six and four hundred and thirty-five men 
out of one thousand one hundred and fifty. I am glad to say that most of 
them are wounded, not killed and I can say that for every one of our dead 
there are ten German dead, I have accounted for 14 I am certain of but I 


believe I killed twelve in one 
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dug-out - I gave them eight bombs, one for "Kitchener" and the others 
for ray chums. One German very nearly proved himself a better man than me 
and he might have had me if it had not been that two of our men came on 
the scene, we took him prisoner so he couldn't grumble, "Mercy Kamerad" 
was all we could get out of him and "English very good". We took 
hundreds of prisoners that day and they were glad to be prisoners, but 
we made them work. I have forgotten to tell you about the charge my 
regiment made on the morning of the 3rd July. There was only one piece 
of Fritz's last line of trenchs which wanted taking and the ist 
Lincolns were picked out to do it and we did it too. We had to change 
into a big wood, and a wood is a terrible place to take. After we gave 
them ten minutes bombardment we went off towards their trench and we 
were met by a terrible machine gun fire which knocked a lot of our boys 
over, then as soon as the enemy saw us coming they left their trench and 
ran into the wood, then we had some terrible fighting with bombs and 
bayonets. The Germans had a machine gun in this wood and we could see 
it, there was only one man with it but he was a brave man we could not 
get near him. As soon as the boys got close he started throwing bombs 
and in the end he was shot in the head but he must have killed a lot of 
our lads before he went under. When we got into the German trenches and 
looked around we were surprised one big dug-out had an electric dynamo 
in it just like an electric station and all the dug-outs had electric 
light in them. This turned out to be general headquarters. We captured 
2 Generals and One thousand one hundred men in this change - not so bad 
for the old Lincs. was it. Our General did not know how to thank us he 
was pleased. After we left the trenches we went on a train journey and 


now all our divisions are getting fitted 
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out again but I do not think we will be in action again for a few weeks. 
This division is the same one that was anniliated at Loos. 


"D" Company 
1st Lincoln Regt., 
11th August 1916. 


We had a very exciting evening last Sunday which I do not think the 
Censor would mind me telling you about. The grass has grown so high in 
front of these trenches that we are now in that we cannot see Fritz's 
trenches and it would be very easy for a party of Germans to crawl up to 
us before we saw them so on Sunday night between 10 o'c and 12 o'c p.m. 
we decided to cut it and put some more barbed wire entanglements out. 
About 40 or 50 of us went out, some wiring, some cutting grass and some on 
what is called 'patrol' and 'covering party'. I was with the covering 
party. As the men behind us cut the grass up to us we had to go forward 
a bit more and when we were half way across Fritz must have seen or heard 
us for all of a sudden his artillery opened out and we were in a stew. 
Luckily he was not shelling in between No Mans Land where most of us were 
but he started on our supports and our front line. The front line was 
what my Company were holding but at that time there were only a few men 
in it. It was sure death for us to run back, as we would have run into 
the shells so we had to lie flat on the ground and take our chance we 
were not sure whether he was going to make an attack on us, but if he had 
have done he would have had a very warm reception as he would not have 
expected us being out in the middle of "No Man's Land" and we all had two 
bombs and a rifle. After he had shelled us for about an hour he stopped 


and I for one thanked God he did as it was a terrible 


2D: 
Strain on ones nerves. Afterwards we had orders to get back and I am 
pleased to say that not one man was hurt. I had "The Black Cat" 
fastened to my rifle while out in "No Mans Land". 


Same address Somewhere 
in France. 


20th August. 1916. We are 
having very wet weather - it came down in torrents this morning and 


if it had have kept on we would have had to have a few battle ships or 
Submarines in the trench. There are plenty of roses near here as the 
trenches run through a village and you will hardly believe me when I tell 
you that our old friend Fritz is only seven yards away in some parts. I 
expect you think I am joking but it is the honest truth. I expect the 
people here have forgotten what a holiday is, I know I have but I am used 
to it now. I have had all the holidays out here for the last two years. I 
have had two Christmas's in the trenchs and I am expecting to have next 
Christmas in too altho I should very much like to spend it in Blighty this 
year, but I have very little hope of that. I have only been home for 
Christmas once in ten years, the remainder I have had in the Army. I 
think it is about time I did spend one at home - don't you. We had a 
German airman come over our trench last week just as it was getting dark 
and he dropped a bomb but did not do any damage. I expect he went back and 
told them he dropped some bombs on this town that is just at the back of 
our trenches. Please ex Cuse writing as I am using a little bit of wood 
and my helmet for a desk. 


Sanitary Section c/o Town 
Mayor Arras France. 


I do not go into the trenches now as I am on this new work and I think it 


is about time I had a rest as I have had 22 months in the trenches 
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in all and have never been employed outside them at any time. If you 
have sent any letters to my regiment they will be sent on to me. 
Sanitary Section Arras. 
France. 28th 
August 1916. 
I expect that you are longing to hear what sort of a job I have 
fallen into now - well I like it very much indeed. I am again at my 
old job of cooking, but not for officers this time. I have about 40 
men to cook for, plenty of work but I have settled down and have got 
used to it. It is a treat to be out of the trenches and to know that 
you have not got to go back again in a few days. Of course we have 
all got a chance of getting a ‘Blighty One' here or perhaps a ‘Land 
Owners one' as old Fritz sometimes has a bit of practice with his 
heavy guns and he takes aim at the chimney pots he is not a bad shot 
and he does not stop to think that perhaps he might hurt someone. 


B.E.F.France. 2nd 
Sept, 1916. 


I am sorry to tell you that I do not think it will be long before I 
am in the trenches again as I have got to join my regiment any time 
now as my division is shifting from here, where to no one knows only 
those in command. It is very rough luck as we had got nicely settled 
down but never mind I expect it has to be and we will be chasing old 
Fritz again soon. By the time you receive this letter I expect I 
shall be miles from this town. Keep smiling 

10th Sept. 1916. 
I told you in my last letter that I had left my job. I may not be 
able to write you again for a while - cannot tell you more but 


cheer up, I know you will wish me the best of luck. 


"A" Company, 
1st Lincoln Regt. 24th 
Septr. 1916. 
Sorry I cannot answer your letters but am too busy, cannot tell you 
what the business is but I expect you can guess, we have had about 


10 days of it up to now but have a lot more to do. It has been terrible 
weather and 
most of us are about done up but it has got to be done. I 


am in "A" Co. now. I am on the Somme front and have had a terrible 
time this last few days, we have been out two days but are off up for a 
big attack tomorrow, a big thing this time but I think it will cost us 
dear. I am officers cook to this company for the present. 
"A" Company 
1st Lincoln Regt. 

27th Sept. 1916. 
We have just come out of a big fight which took place on the 25th. It 
was very hot work but we were successful and took a large number of 
prisoners and left heaps of German dead. My chum was wounded by a 
machine gun bullet which went through his left arm. I managed to get two 
pieces of shrapnel in my right hand not blightly ones I am sorry to say. 
My Captain was killed - It was 'HELL' itself. 


Sane address 
12th Oct. 1916. 


We have had a very rough time of it since we left Arras it was nothing 
else but rain and we were wet to the skin all the time. I have never had 
a time like it since the winter of 1914 the fighting was very hard and 
the casualties were heavy on both sides, but I thank God that He let me 
come out of it without much damage. I received two little bits of 
shrapnel in my hand but that was nothing I just bandaged it up and 
carried on with the sniping. I cannot tell you of the sights I saw as 


they were too horrible to mention and the stench of the dead horses 
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and men were enough to make anyone sick of this - if this is what they 
call War - well roll on Peace. My friend was wounded, a very nice 
Blighty one, I was jealous because I could not get the same. 


The bullet went straight through his left arm just above the wrist, 
you should have seen him run back to our trenches I think he was very 
lucky to get to the dressing station alive as there were shells 
flying all over the place but he was too little for any of them to 
hit him. I am still very busy cooking. We are in our new position. 
I have a fine billet it is a "Pub" in English but we are only here 
for a few days then we go into our new trenches. I started writing 
this letter about a week ago and I am finishing it now in the 
trenches. I am in a dugout very deep under the ground and it is very 
dark we have to burn candles night and day. It is a very hard job to 
cook down here as it is so hot with a coke fire but I still manage 
alright. Twenty eight days we have got to do in these trenches. Too 


much for any man. 


"A "Company 1st Lincs. 
Regt. 4th November 
1916. 
My hopes for Xmas are all gone I think that it will be a time after 
Xmas the way things are going on now. I cannot tell you more. 


Same address. 

16th Novr.1916. 
It was on the evening of the 18th or 20th of July (not sure of date) 
that I found the body of Pte.Salway. I was sent with 30 men out of the 
firing line which was then in the Manetz Wood. It was terrible fighting 
and the cries of the wounded were heart rending we could not 
do anything for some of the poor lads but we managed to carry a few of 
them out with us. There were many dead of both sides but mostly 


29. 
German who I must say looked as though they had put up a good fight the 
wood was being shelled everywhere - we lost seven men getting out four 
were blown to pieces, I cannot described what it was like but we wanted 
bombs and someone had to get them so I was one of the unlucky chaps who 
had to fetch then. It was a treat to get out of that hell for a couple 
of hours but it was getting out of it safely that was the trouble. Well 
we got bombs from the 'Dump' as the Stores are called out here and were 
on our way back in single file when all at once a shell burst just in 
front of us, myself and two more men happened to be passing a trench so 
we dodged in there for safety, another two more shells came so we went up 
this trench which led into another road and we expected to meet the 
other chaps at the cross roads but could not find them, we knew our road 
back but speaking the truth we were in no hurry to go back to that hell 
SO we stopped at the next line of trenches and Fritz was shelling a 
place on our right so we decided to get into the trench we were on a 
road known as The Sunken Road, just at the corner of the trench we saw 
two men lying one on one side of the road the other on the other side. 
The moon was very bright and we could see plainly both men were wounded 
terribly. Now something seemed to tell me to look into the pockets of 
the man on the right side of the road, he was the first dead man I have 
ever touched but I did and I found a few photos of himself and his wife 
and children, a pipe and tobacco and one franc and a half. We got a 
light and looked at his letters to see who he was and when I saw the 
address on the top of his letter (his home address) I knew it very well 
and I believe I knew the man too. The letter was the last one from his 
wife and I kept it until after the battle and we got relieved, I left 


his Pay Book also 


. 


his identification disc on him so as the burying party would know who he 
was, then we went on our journey with our box of bombs - no light load 24 


bombs 300 rounds of ammunition and a Rifle - what a time we had 


getting back one man was wounded in the arm just as we got into the wood 
you should have seen him - "I've got a blighty one" he said and back he 
ran I do not know whether he reached the dressing station or not but I am 
afraid he was killed on the way back or else he would have written to me 
and the papers report him as "missing" so his "Blighty one" was no good 
poor chap. The time then was about 2 o'c in the morning and that left 
two of us - we arrived back in the trench but not our part of the line we 
were in the Irish Guards trenches who were on our right and there we had 
to stay for the night, the officer gave us a note to take to our officer 
stating where we had been so that made it alright for us. It was the next 
evening that I was knocked over with a shell which sent me to hospital 
for a few days but it was nothing to speak of only as a narrow escape. 
After we were relieved we went by train to a place called Arras I then 
sent that letter which I found on Pte.Salway to his wife and she wrote 
back and thanked me and asked me if I happened to find out where he was 
buried if I would let her know. When we left Arras to go to that "Hell" 
again I had a look at a good many graves around the spot where I found 
Pte.Salway but I could not find him there I know where he must be buried 
now it is in one of the big grave grounds 


I passed it on the march there are about 800 buried there, the graves are 
well looked after but some of the poor chaps are buried where they 


fell and a bit of wood made into a Cross to show that some poor lad is 
buried there, some have no names, others bear on them "An Unknown English 


Soldier". In Manetz Wood there are not hundreds of dead 
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but I should say thousands as it is very big. When we started attacking 
this wood the trees were so close as they possibly could be but you 
should see it now you can see straight through it quite clearly. Devil's 
Wood is another sight I could tell you something about but it is too 
horrible to mention and I shall not forget it to my last day. It is 
impossible for me to try and describe to you what these woods look like 


after a battle, there are hundreds of things I could tell 


you which nine people out of ten would say were all lies, it is only 
those who have seen then who can believe it but ask anyone who was in 
the battle of Manetz Wood or Deville Wood and see what they will tell 
you, murder is not the word for it. These are places where hundreds of 
men have said their prayers who have never said them before, This war is 
teaching people a lot of things that they never gave a thought to 
before. I will just tell you one little thing that happened to me on the 
Somme in the early hours of the 14th Sept, just a few words only - I was 
wet to the skin, no overcoat, no water sheet I had about 3 inches of 
clay clinging to my clothes and it was cold I was in an open dugout and 
do you know what I did - I sat down in the mud and cried I do not think 
I have cried like this since I was a child, I pity the poor lads who are 
up there now, the 2nd Battalion. 

B.E.F. 16th Novr, 1916. 
I expect you have read about the new advance - well look out for another 
One soon and I expect to be there. My word I nearly found a Land Owner 
last night I went up out of this dugout to see if the corporal in the 
next dugout had got any mail for me and on my way back I heard the tump 


of a trench mortar, I just had time to get 
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down three steps of our dugout when it burst right in the trench, I was 
in the force of the explosion and it sent me flying down the stairs and 
put all the candles out, I was a little shaken up but that did not 
matter, I am alright now but a minute later and I should have been in 
pieces - well it is all in the game. My old enlisting chum No. 8080 Pte 
Derry was shot in the back last night and died this morning. There were 
four men who volunteered to go over to a big crater which we suspected 
was the way the Germans crept out to bomb our trench and Derry and the 
other three men were asked to go out and try and catch one or two 
Germans if they could. They were out in "No Mans Land" two and a half 
hours. They entered one of the German trenches but there was not anyone 
holding it. On their way back to our lines after finding out all they 
could a shot rang out and poor Derry fell, the other men went for the man 
who fired (there were 2 of them) but they were not Germans but two of our 
own men on patrol who had not been told about this party being out. I 
expect you will say careless men, but do not blame the man who shot him 
it was not his fault it was the officer's fault who sent them out not 
telling the others about it. I am sorry for Derry as he has a wife and 
two kiddies and he has been out here all the time. He came home with me 
from Bermuda, he enlisted on the same day as myself the 16th July 1907, 
he had been through all the battles, we have been in at the Somme 
without a scratch and now has got killed like this after finding out 
very valuable information. We are having better weather, but very cold, 
I am alright myself as I am round the fire all day but the officers 
dugout is as cold as ice they cannot have fires we only get a sandbag of 


coke for a day and I have to cook the dinner with wood as 
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the coke will not last till after tea, it is a job too and I am nearly 
blind by the time I have finished, We cannot burn wood only at night 
as it makes too much smoke and if Fritz happens to spot it well "Bang" 
and up we go and the fire as well. 

24th Novr. 1916. 

How I was nearly taken prisoner at 2.30a.m. on the morning 
of the 21st Nov.1916. 
I am very lucky to be here to write this letter the Germans had the 
best of us on the morning of the 21st., I will tell you as much as I 
know about it. At.3.15 o'c on the morning of the 21st we were 
awakened in our dugout (myself, my Sgt.Major and two other officers 
servants) by the noise of a lot of shells bursting, this had been 
going on for about five minutes before we began to take any notice of 
it. The Sgt.Major went up into the trench to see what was the matter 
that left myself and the two servants in the dugout, we could hear the 
shells now falling back, the German guns having risen, a few minutes 
after this we heard a "Bang" on our stairs which led down into our 
dugout - we guessed in a second what had happened - I grasped my rifle 
and got at one corner of the stair the other two servants got to the 
other entrance, there are two stairways to this dugout in case one gets 
blown in. We heard some strange voices shouting and they began to 
throw bombs down but we were safe enough as long as we kept clear of 
the stairs - presently I heard someone coming down the stairs I shouted 
"Who are you" he said something but I pulled my trigger and he said no 
more, he rolled down to me with two men very much alive following him 
up but they stood on the stairs and I let go at them, one I killed the 
other died later, the 
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other two servants shot five, one wounded. A. little later I heard some 
very welcome voices, our own lads and the Captain's. The Captain was very 
pleased with us as we had saved a book called the "Log Book" which is very 
secret and contains a lot of valuable information. We had been wondering 
why Fritz had been so quiet for four days, he had not sent over one trench 
mortar but this morning at 3.15.a.m everything was nice and quiet when all 
at once ten of his mortars burst in our trench at once he had collected all 
his mortars in one spot opposite us and the regiment on our right which 
were the 14th Northumberland Fusilliers - when this lot came and a lot more 
followed our sentries quite naturally kept their heads down, so that they 
could not see anything that was going on in front of our wire and this is 
what Fritz expected would happen and as he was shelling our trenches his 
men were creeping up to our barbed wire and cutting through it. The guns 
lifted when Fritz gave the signal that he had cut the wire and into our 
trench Fritz jumped and our sentries were too surprised to do anything and 
some of the men not on duty had gone into their dugouts out of the way of 
the pieces of shell, only one sentry is believed to have made a fight of it 
as he was left in the trench wounded a German having bayonetted his leg. 
They took fifteen Lincolns and eighteen Northumberland Fusilliers, two of 
my officers who were off duty and asleep, back to Germany with them. The 
only casualties the Germans suffered were in our dugout, three of us had 
killed eight of them, but Fritz won the day as he had the best capture. 
Myself and the two servants have been in front of the General who said all 


sorts of nice things to us but gave us 
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‘nothing' only one of his cigarettes. One of the Germans I killed had a 
fine gold watch on him but I did not have the pluck to take it from him but 
our Captain did. They had no information on them we did not expect to 
find any as all letters and papers are left behind by the men when 
going on these 'holidays'. This is the first time the 
old 10th Foot Lincs. have been caught but all is fair in war. 
I am glad that none of our boys were killed, they are all prisoners. They 
took two of our machine guns two - what a capture - but they have not got 
me yet. The German that I shot died afterwards was a fine looking man I 
was there when he died poor chap - I did feel sorry but it was my life or 
his, he was speaking but none of us could understand a word he said, to 
tell you the truth I had a tear myself, I thought to myself perhaps he has 
a Mother or Dad, also a sweetheart and a lot of things like that. I was 
really sorry I did it but God knows I could not help myself. We left the 
trenches this morning and we are out for three days only, what do you 
think of it, forty six days in this makes. 
27th Novr. 1916. 
We go into the trenches again tomorrow the 28th. and stay in until 24th 
December and come out for Xmas day. A German airman bombed the leave 
train here yesterday at Bethune, 60 killed and wounded they were just 
starting away for Blighty - hard luck - the airmen are very active at this 
place we have just brought one down , six of ours after him . 
Ath Jan 1917. 
We had a lot of lads killed on Xmas Day, two of my officers were killed 
and I only had one officer to cook for and he could not eat anything 
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So everything was wasted. We kept up on New Year's Day. Arrived at a 
village on the 30th December the night of the 31st. Had eighteen 
officers to dinner - three turkeys - New Years night every officer in 
the Regiment to dinner - thirty officers, five turkeys -nine courses. 
The evening of the 2nd January twelve officers - on the 3rd sixteen to 
dinner, went to bed at 2 p.m. up at 5p.m. 

5th Jan. 1917. 
We are still resting out of hearing of the guns. I have had to work very 
hard but I do not mind as I pleased my Colonel and Officers with the dinners 
I have sent up; The damage at this billet for the last four days is 482 
francs, the officers did not mind paying as they really enjoyed themselves. 
Now some more news about our Xmas which we kept up on New Year's Day. 
After we left the trenches on the ------ we marched to a billet where we 
stayed for one night, the next day we had a long march to this place and when 
we arrived I had to get dinner ready straight away, the old lady who lived 
at the billet helped me a lot and I soon sent it up. After dinner the 
officers had a bit of a sing-song. The next day the officers invited so 
many other officers to dinner, some from the Flying Corps were among them, 
that there were eighteen in all and I had three turkeys to cook, all went 
well that night and it was very enjoyable. The next day I had five 
turkeys and thirty officers. My Colonel, second in command asked all the 
officers of the regiment I was working from 5a.m. until 11.30a.m. After 
dinner my Colonel gave a speech and he thanked my officers for the 
invitation and thanked the cook for sending up such an excellent dinner -then 


the game started - I had bought six cases of whiskey 1 doz in each box. 
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soda water, twelve dozen bottles, champagne 100 bottles and 12 doz. bottles 
of French Wine. When this lot had been got through they asked me what 


else there was to drink, then the Captain gave me 500 francs 


to buy more champagne, I cleared the old lady's cellar out, she had eight 
bottles left and I took them into the mess but I wished I had not done so 
the next morning, they made me drink with them and truly speaking I was 
"dead drunk" it was very strong champagne, 14 years old. I could not get 
the breakfast next morning one of the servants had to do it, I did not 
think I would get drunk on the little I had but I was so excited and tired 
I expect that is what caused it. The officers were in a terrible state but 
when one thinks of it it cannot be wondered at as we had been in the 
trenches 98 days and in that time we were only out three days, three times 
it is the longest any regiment has ever been in the trenches in this war. 
We are proud to know that the Lincoln's hold the record for the longest in 
the trenches. The French people in this place are the very best I have 
met in France they are all coal miners and just like our own people but good 
hearted and rough and ready. 

7th Jan. 1917. 
I had a very bad time in the trenches at Xmas, but the lads that 
relieved us had it worse, old Fritz took 51 prisoners. I am pleased to 
tell you that we are resting for a long time yet. I have often wondered 
how I stick it but I really feel done now and my nerves seem to have all 


gone, but after resting I expect I shall be fit again. 
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14th January, 1917. We are only 


in a little village but the boys are enjoying themselves 


very much also myself now that I have not so much work to do. My 
Captain has had to go into hospital, he was playing football and broke 
his knee he thinks he is very lucky so do we as it is a sure "Blighty 
One" No such luck for me. 

18th Jan 1917. 
I have just left hospital I had a hard job to get the doctor to let me out 
but last night I sent a letter up to my officer to ask him to try and do 
his best to get me out of hospital. I have now got to attend my 
regimental doctor. I had to have six stitches put into a cut over my right 
eye (just missed the eye) they have got to be out some time this week. I 
expect you are longing to know how I managed to get wounded especially as 
I am at present so far from the firing line. What happened was this - 
when we were up the line one of my officers asked me to take a watch to be 
mended for him, I took it to some people I knew and they had to take it to 
a big town not very far from here. Well when we left they had not been 
to fetch it as the Germans kept bombarding this town so we had to leave 
without it. I decided to go and fetch it on the 16th and had arranged for 
one of the servants to do the cooking for the day. I got there safely 34 
kils from here and I found that they had been shelling the village I had 
to go to but had stopped about an hour before I got there. I had just got 
about 700 yards from the house when I heard a shell coming. I had no 
time to find any cover so I rode on as quickly as I could I was very near 
a mine shaft when the shell burst 


fs 
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I went as fast as I could but the piece that hit me went faster, it knocked 
me over but I was up and off again as soon as I was able four more shells 
came but I was a good distance off, then I came across a trench, jumped in 
and bandaged myself up and waited until Fritz stopped them rode to the 
nearest hospital - they dressed my wound and put six stitches in. I am 
all right now I was sent to the hospital here the day after at my own 
request, they were going to send me to the base but I asked them to send me 
to my own division hospital which they did. I may have got to Blighty if I 
had gone to the base. My officer called me a -------- fool for not 
going. The reason I did not go was because I might have been out of 
hospital in a month and then they would have sent me to any regiment and 
I should have lost my job. I think that I did right anyway I am back 
with my own regiment now and I am quite well except that my head is still 
a little painful but nothing to speak of. I am now entitled to wear four 
gold stripes for wounds. 

20th Jan.1917. 

I might have had a chance to come to blighty with this wound the 
officers and boys reckon that I could have been especially if I had 
told the doctor that I had a pain in my head and could not see with my 
eye. The wound is getting on well and the stitches come out tomorrow, 
it will be better by the time we go into the trenches again then I 
Shall have a chance of getting a blighty one. We had a lot of snow on 
the 16th and 17th and it laid very deep, The General is giving prizes 
for racing and besides that he is going to give some of the lucky ones 
10 days leave. My regiment today won the divisional tug-of-war and 


the boxing takes place tomorrow and I am 
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going to try and see it, I bet the Linc.win. 

22nd Jan. 1917. 
The leave tickets were won and one man in my regiment who got one has 
only been out here two weeks, never been in the trenches yet. Real luck. 

ist Feb. 1917. 
Since the morning of the Kaiser's birthday (27th Jan) we have had a 
very exciting time, also a very hard and trying time. We were woken up 
on the 27th and told that we had to move from our nice billet and 
entrain in 2hours it was a rush as I had to get the officers breakfast 
(10 of them) and pack up in two hours it was very cold but I was 
Sweating, however I managed to do it and was on the train just before 
it started. We went to that hell the same place as the photos in that 
little book I sent you. The bombardment started as soon as we got 
there and we were only 800 yards from Fritz after coming nearly 100 
miles from the place where we were billeted. Fritz did just as our 
Generals thought he would do. At about 1.30a.m. on the morning of the 
28th he started to bombard the trenches that the Belgians held as we 
were in support to them, after 20 mins bombardment a party of his men 
about 100 came over the top towards the front line. Our artillery had 
been very quiet but as soon as the wire was sent that he was advancing 
they opened out and fritz could not run back to his own trench because 
of our barrage fire there was not a rifle shot fired they were checked 
by the artillery, and he had to come on and then the bayonets did the 
rest. They were all dressed in white as the snow was very thick only 


a few prisioners were taken. He did the same the next night 
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the fool and on the 31st Jan. he made an attack about % mile long but it 
was no good so at last he quietened down but we still stayed there and on 
the 16th Feb we left.- had one night's sleep and the next day came into 
these trenches. It seemed cruel to send us into the trenches so soon 
after we had been in the Belgian trenches for two weeks but if you had 
seen the boys that we relieved you would have said it was quite right, the 
poor lads were nearly frozen to death hardly any of them could walk only 
hobble along I willingly relieved them when I saw how bad they were. 
25th Feb. 1917. 
Everything here is quiet now, well I say quiet I mean only a few trench 
mortars flying about but heaven to the place we were at a few days ago. I 
am writing this letter in my little dug-out I shall be here for a few 
days yet so perhaps we shall have a little excitement in that time. The 
boys were straffing on the 22nd Feb. but I am sure that it was enough to 
make a parson straffe in fact some of the boys were crying with rage - 
have you ever walked across a ploughed field on a very wet day, if so you 
will have an idea of what a trench is like after it thaws. We had to go 2% 
miles to the front line and as we trod and put one foot down we could not 
pull the other one out and Fritz was shelling and we could not go faster 
and you can tell the state we were in up to our waist in soft mud. 
17th March 1917. 
There was a terrific bombardment on this morning we could hear it at this 


place. I expect some of our boys went over to have a look at Fritz. 
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22nd March 1917. 
The war news is very good but I have read the papers to see what has 
happened it does seem strange not to be in the thick of it but I expect I 
shall catch up with Fritz and we will have a lovely time of it. 
27th March 1917. 
We have not arrived where Fritz is as yet but very 
nearly and I expect to be seeing him soon. It is 
raining cats and dogs here and my hands are like ice 
and my clothes not as dry as they should be. 
6th April 1917. 
We have been having a rough time this two weeks it would not have been so 
bad if it had not been raining and snowing we were wet to the skin for 
four days and up to our knees in slushy mud and so you can guess how happy 
we were we had no cover at all only a little trench. We had a smack at 
Fritz and won easily our artillery bombarded him first then we had a go at 
him, our casualties were very few so few that it is hardly worth 
mentioning. We are expecting to have another go at him in a few days 
time. Poor old Fritz I think that he is about done. 
18th April 1917. 
We had a go a Fritz on the 11° April. His first line was easy but his 
Hindenburgh line the barbed wire was like the roof of a telephone 
exchange. The Lincs went in like bulls for it but found that we could not 
get through, the sights were awful our boys clinging to the wire and 
trying to tear it down. I do believe I am like a cat (9 lives). The 
weather out here is no better, snow rain and wind it is cruel for the boys 
in the trenches as they are only about three feet deep and not any 


dugouts, enough to kill any man. The way we are living out here 
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is scandleous - we went into action with iron rations that is bully beef 
and biscuits we do not expect anything else going into battle but when 
we come out we do look for something different but we have not seen bread 
or meat for 14 days it is giving the boys a bad heart the officers are 
just the same I cannot buy anything for them here I expect we will have 
to go into action in a week or two when we get reinforcements, and I am 
afraid the boys will be too weak to go for Fritz. Our boys all say that 
we must be losing, the Quarter Master said "It is your own faults you 
should not take so many prisioners they have your bread and meat". I 
believe he is right too. We have had a lot of the boys killed in 
battle, I have a new staff now. We lose a lot of airmen they are too 
daring - we saw a fine bit of work by a German airman when we were in 
the trenches - there were a lot of air balloons up all along the line 
and I saw one of them burst into flames, two minutes after another 
balloon burst and we guessed that a German airman had done it but could 
only just see him he flew our way and our men sent about 300 shells at 
him but never hit him and when he got near us one of our airmen had a 
fight with him but the German made our man come down not far behind our 
lines then he shelled where our airman fell. There were two men in the 
first balloon which was fired and they jumped out by their parachutes 
but the other two in the other balloon were not so lucky I expect that 


they were burnt to death. 
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28th April 1917. 

The weather is fine out here now I hope it keeps so as then we can get old 
Fritz on the run, we gave him a bombardment this morning and it was the 
heaviest that I have ever heard. We have not heard the result of the 
attack yet but I bet it was a success as all the guns have moved up and 
that shows that he has had to go back a little more towards the 
Fatherland. The prisoners will soon be coming this way they do look sorry 
for themselves poor chaps they are lucky to be alive after the way out 
artillery banged into then. Then the battalion goes into action in a few 
days time I am not going with them my Captain told me I am to stay with the 
transport and help there and to cook something and send it up with the 
rations at night. I expect I shall have to go up to the firing line with 
the rations but that will be better than having to stay in those beastly 
trenches. He said he thinks that I have done my bit of fighting for the 
time being and he said he had an idea if I did go into the attack I would 
not come out of it again. Very Cheerful. I have an idea too that after 
this attack there will not be any 1st Lincs left as we have only a very 
few men now. I shall be a lot safer with the transport but we get shelled 
now and again our greatest danger in taking rations up to the trenches. 
Fritz always shells the roads at night and the horses want a lot of 
looking after. There were over 100 men recommended in the last battle 
including myself. 40 of them are dead and I think that there are too many 
for all of us to get a medal I suppose that the dead men will get one at 
least their parents will, they deserve one more than all of us that are 


alive - blow the medals as 
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long as I live to scrape out of this war I shall be satisfied with a tin 
medal. All the boys deserve a medal as I am sure that they all did as 
much as one another but those that were recommended were seen by the 
officers to do these things, My Captain asked me to go to guide the 
ammunition party's up, it was a risky job but without that ammunition we 
should have been done for as when we were attacked we would not have had a 
Single round but we managed to get 21 boxes up out of 40 so did not do so 
bad, we would have got the 40 up only some of the men who were carrying it 
were wounded or killed. I led the way being guide and could not run as a 
box of ammunition is heavy but we had to go as quick as we could, bullets 
and shells everywhere, what a game it was I do not want that job anymore 
not for 50 V.C's. how myself and the other men landed in the trench I do 
not know I though we should all be hit before we arrived there. My.C.0. 
who saw us off said "Good Luck men do your best to get the ammunition up, 
it rests with you whether we hold the line or lose it". 

31st April 1917. 

I am not in the firing line with the boys now but I am about 2 miles from 
it but we were shelled last night and one dropped about 200 yds from us and 
the pieces flew everywhere you should have seen the scatter we had to let 
the horses loose first before looking for a bit of cover for ourselves. He 
sent 35 shells but not one dropped in our field but all the pieces did, we 
got into an old trench here and we only had one man wounded. One thing 
after we have let the horses loose we can go where we like whereas in the 
trenches we must stick in the same spot, one horse was slightly hit in 


the head. The papers never say what the 
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horses do in the war but they should as they play a big part and there 
are hundreds who have dropped dead with over-work since this push 
especially artillery horses - Five men of "A Co. killed yesterday 15 
wounded no attack in our new position but big attack on left of us this 
morning by us. My Captain went away yesterday on the staff for duration 
of war, lucky, he has the D.S.0. and has been recommended for a bar. One 
man going on leave today it is 20 months since he had his last. Lost my 
best officer he was in charge of my company and the same shell that 
wounded him badly, killed five men, all these men scraped out of the 
fight last time. This officer was a fine gentleman, only a boy of 23 
years of age but he had no fear, I do hope that he gets over his wounds. I 
went up to the trenches last night and we had a narrow squeak Fritz 
nearly caught our transport a few minutes later and we could not have 
missed the shells but we all arrived back safely. I had a nasty experience 
and shall not forget it for a long time I went back from the trench and 
the transport had gone, it was dark and I had not an idea of my way 

back. I walked away from the firing line as quick as possible, I walked 
on and on but I could not find a soul nor a road only open fields, I was 
in a stew I can tell you, on I went and the guns kept roaring but no 
Shells came my way I am glad to say. I had been wandering along for 
about two hours and then I saw what I thought to be a cart, the moon was 
coming up and I started whistling and ran towards it, at last I came to 
it and it was a tree, afterwards I found a road by the side of it and off 
I went along it for about two miles then I saw some old broken down 
houses and I knew that there would be someone in this village. A sentry 
halted me and I asked him where I was and he told me ------- the name of 


the village and I found 
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that I was five miles out of my way, he put me on the right road and at 
last I arrived at my "two sticks and a bit of string and a waterproof 
Sheet" ray home. Instead of going straight back I found this morning 
that I was walking in a circle but still I arrived back safely and am 
none the worse for the walk. The weather here is beautiful. 

5th May 1917. 
On the morning of the 3rd a big attack was made by -- Division. The tanks 
did good work and my division was successful in taking their objective but 
the division on the right was held up and caused a brigade of our to be 
surrounded by Fritz and he captured about 400 men our lads put up a good 
fight but it was useless. On that night we made a surprise attack and 
gained all our objectives which we were unable to do that morning. I am 
pleased to say that my regiment has been very lucky and have had very 
few casualties. Fritz shelled where I am again and he killed one horse, 
the remainder we managed to let loose. I recieved another scratch on the 
wrist but it is nothing the piece of shrapnel was as big as a button but 
as sharp as a razor. Fritz dropped a shell in one of our dugouts and a 
watch was hanging on a pole the chain was cut in half and the watch glass 
was out and half the face was off but still the watch was going and is 
Still going. We lost a terrible lot of men in the last battle Fritz has 
a new scheme a new sort of barrage which we were not prepared for, the 
Australians suffered very much but again the tanks did splendid work. I 
expect by the time you receive this letter we shall be on our way back 
for a rest the boys can do with it. There are only 420 Lincs left out 


of 1,070 we were that 
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number in March so we will soon be having some of the conscripts. Our boys 
go into the firing line to-night they have been in reserve for 5 days and 
now they go into the same trenches where we had such a fight on the llth 
April. We have been making crosses, wooden ones, and painting the number 
and names on them for the men who were killed on the llth April, there are 
such a lot that I do not think there were many wounded it was a day I 
shall never forget. The Colonel we have now is a "toff" also a brave man 
and one who looks after his men, his regiment is The Black Watch but he 
has been sent to us as we had no other officer fit for the post. We do 
not want to lose him he is a Welshman. I hear that our General is getting 
the V.C. I have not heard any more about my recommendation and I do not 
expect I shall altho it would be nice to recieve a medal, but I must wait 
and see what General Haigh has got to say about it perhaps he is too busy at 
present. 

19th May 1917. 

A few days ago we wanted a few tins of fruit and other things rather 
urgently so I asked the Captain if I could borrow his horse he said "Yes" 
so I went from here to the place I was at a few months ago, it has been 
Shelled a lot more but the Germans are six miles from there now they were 
only % mile away when we were there. I had a nice journey 12 kils. and it 
was a treat as it was a nice day, on my way I passed about 100 tanks on a 
training ground where Fritz was a little while ago, our tanks are training 
on the "No Mans Land" lots of them and it was quite exciting to watch them. 
I met an old friend of mine from "A" Co. who I had not seen since he left 
Gibraltar and we had a lot to say to each other. The last three days we 
have been having sports and the boys enjoyed themselves there was running, 


boxing, bomb throwing and all sorts 


Last night our divisional concert party came to the camp and gave a 
convert, which was fine. The comedian was very good. We Saw some fine 
aeroplane work here last evening there were four aeroplanes and all of a 
sudden one of them turned and nose-dived straight down I thought that he had 
had an accident but after dropping about 200 ft. he flew about just the 
same. 
23rd May 1917. 
The divisional concert party have been again and it was a real treat it 
was as good as anything I have seen at any music hill in Blighty, there 
were only six men but the singers were splendid. We are now resting and 
last night it was very quiet for a long time. 
17th June 1917. 

It was two years ago today that the Lincolns were cut up at Ypres. Our 
doctor is one of the best and has always been with this regiment and if 
ever a man deserved a V.C. it is him he has just recieved the Military 
Cross. He is a Jew but he is a man who always thinks of the wounded no 
matter how Fritz is shelling he goes to them, on the Somme I do not know 
how he missed getting hit he really has done some splendid 
work. 

25th June 1917. 
Last night myself and other servants were robbed while we were asleep, we 
lost three watches. We have no clue yet who the thief was. The village 
we are in now is just behind our old trenches and it has not hardly been 
touched by shell fire anyone seeing it would not believe that it was only 1 
mile from the German Lines for over two years, I have never seen a village 
so intact as this one is. I cannot understand why he has not shelled it 


the same as he has done most of the other 


50 

villages. We have left two companies just behind the firing line what for I 
do not know, there are rumours that we are going up again but I cannot see 
how we are going to do it as there is only one officer in my company now 
and one in the other company and the other two companies have two officers 
each and we have not many men. Since I started this letter we have moved 
from the village and are now in huts just behind the lines I do not like 
this place Fritz can see us quite clearly from his observation post and I 
expect to be shelled out any minute also there is no cover to run to so we 
must trust to luck. Old Fritz is just over us in an aeroplane and our 
guns are after him, it means trouble for us if he spots our camp. 

27th June 1917 
We are at present having a well earned rest the boys have earnt it as 
they have been doing some very hard work. Fritz is not short of 
Shells but he cannot keep up with our artillery his worse shell is the 
Black Mariner, they are nasty things and they do crack when they burst 
I was nearly caught by one and the shock was enough to put me in 
hospital for a few days but I am all correct now. I wish old Fritz 
would give up this game and let us go home I am tired of it and I am 
sure the German soldiers are too. 

7th July, 1917. 
I have not much to report I am still in the trench and we have lost a 
few more poor lads. On the 4th July we sent over any amount of gas to 
Fritz from our trenches but did not attack, what damage we did I do not 
know but it took his guns % of an hour to fire their first shot so you 


can guess we must have caught them napping or else his shells would 
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have been on us in five minutes. 

llth July 1917. 
Dear Old Blighty will recieve a shock very soon so will Fritz in less 
than four weeks time he will it is hoped be 50 miles from where I am 
now. We have left the front line and are now in a trench a little 
distance behind for a few days the boys go up to the front line every 
night digging but I am glad to say that I do not have to go as I have to 
get some tea for them when they come back wet to the skin as they have 
done this last two morning we have had a few big storms so you can guess 
what the trenches are like. I have a little dugout here so little that 
I have to lie flat to write this letter. I have a shell case and some 
sand bags for a pillow and my overcoat for my blanket. I have now got to 
get tea for the officers when they come off fatigue so I will now try 
and get a few hours sleep. 

12th July 1917 
Pieces of shrapnel flying out everywhere I keep ducking my head hoping 
Fritz does not shorten his range. There was a big bombardment 
on our left at 4.30a.m. this morning. 
24th July 1917. 

Think of me and 49 other men also two good officers on the night of the 
28th July, that is if you receive this letter by then, we are going to 
have a look round Fritz's trenches ( all volunteers) we have go to find 
out how strong his trenches are also a few other things, I am sure that 
we will get back safely as long as we do as we have been told. We shall 


look just like sweeps when we go - compree. 
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1st Aug. 1917. 

The raid was very disappointing for all of us as we were unable to go as 
the wind was not in our favour and we had to bombard them instead, and then 
we crept out, one of out sergeants had found out the night before a place 
where their wire was cut and when we reached there our bombardment stopped 
and everything was ever so quiet Fritz had not fired his machine guns and 
also had not sent a shell which was very strange, I kept by the side of my 
chum the sergeant and we jumped into the supposed trench which we found 
afterwards was not a trench at all, it was an advance post one of the men 
threw a bomb in first and then we rushed it and captured 4 plates, 4 mugs 
knives and forks spoons, 4 wire beds and 4 clean towels but not a sign of 
Fritz, There was another trench running behind the gun pits and we had not 
noticed this until we saw 3 Germans on top of it, we did a bit of bombing 
and afterwards ran back to our own trench as quickly as possible, I was in 
a stew I got tangled in some of Fritz's old wire and was a long way behind 
the others, I shouted and one of the boys heard me and came and helped me 
out and we got back safely, We saw the General the next morning and he was 
very pleased with our work but greatly disappointed that we had no 
prisioners. Two of our men succeeded in capturing a German officer last 
night also it is believed stopped the Germans from making a surprise attack 
on one of our advance posts. They laid in "No Mans Land" for three hours 
before they spotted about 20 Germans coming their way they let them get as 
near as 15 yards and then they threw 4 bombs each as quickly as they could 
and gave loud shouts which made Fritz think that there were a lot of men, 


they scattered but one German 
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officer seemed to be up to a fight and did not run away so they jumped 
at him and hit him under the chin he fired his revolver but hit nothing. 
After this they got the officer in but could not go out for the Germans 
that were wounded or killed as Fritz was bombing like a firework show, 
they went out when it got a bit quiet but found no Germans there their 
Own men must have fetched the wounded in. The German Officer was a young 
man and very smart and he looked daggers at us. It was very lively all 
night after this, you read in the papers that every-thing was quiet but 
they do not think of these little scraps. 
2nd August. 1917. 
The weather here is very showery and the wind blows plenty of apples 
off the trees here. We are camped in some big grounds I do not know 
who the owner is but the estate is very big. 
7th Aug. 1917. 
We had a big dinner on last night - our 7th Batt. is not far from 
officers invited all their officers to dinner. There were US and our 
62 officers so you can guess the work we had to do, 7 courses. It went 
off splendidly. This last few days I have been trying to get myself 
ready for a competition the C.0. suddenly came to the conclusion that the 5 
officer's cooks did not get much chance of entering for any of the sports 
so they decided to let us have a competition on our own for the cleanest 
cook-house the cleanest cook in marching order and the best turned out 
lunch, the best salad was to decide the points for lunch. The equipment 


being none too clean as it is always hanging near the 


cook house door is like ourselves often very dirty, so we had to spend a 
day cleaning it and do the cooking as well. I have been up all night for 


the last three nights. Anyway I won the points for the lunch as my salad 


53, 


was the best out of the five, also I won the points for the cleanest 
cookhouse, but I lost points for my equipment as some of my studs were 
broken and would not fasten up. The prize was 20 francs for each event 
I won two I am pleased to say and that made forty francs and my officers 
put up another ten francs so in all it was 50 fancs. I am going to cook 
a special dinner for myself and the other servants on Saturday night as 
our officers are going to the 7th Batt. to dinner. I had made my pots 
and pans shine like silver and our Captain was so pleased that he gave 
us 2 bottles of champagne to go with out dinner. 


17th Aug.1917. 

On the 14th Aug. I was granted a pass to Armeins which is about 60 
miles from here and I had a very enjoyable time but we have to go to 
the trenches tonight, it is a hell of a place we are going to but 
have got to stick it. 

18th Aug. 1917. 
I will now tell you about my day out on the 14th. We started from camp 
at 4a.m. in the morning and had to walk 7 miles to the station we caught 
the train at 7 a.m. and had a nice long ride passed the Somme 
battlefield which was very interesting to us as also passed through 
Albert the place where the Virgin Mary on top of the church is bent 
right over by a German Shell. We arrived at our destination at 9.30a.m. 
and proceeded to find a place to have breakfast we had a good feed then 
went for a walk round. We visited the Cathedral which is a splendid 
building and each side of the altar there are sand-bags also the door is 
sand-bagged. After a good walk round we had lunch and then went 
to the pictures. They were not up to much as we could not understand 
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the language. After seeing the pictures we visited a few more 
interesting place just like London. It did seem strange to see trams 
again and GIRLS. We had a long talk with some dear little English girls 
they were nurses at the hospital and we visited a lot of our boys that 
were in hospital there. I saw such a lot of nice little presents that I 
would have like to have bought but when I enquired the price I nearly 
collapsed. They put the prices on now they know the troops are allowed 
passes. Our breakfast consisted of 2 eggs, tomatoes, bread and butter 
and coffee for three of us 14 francs. We went to a Y.M.C.A. for tea there 
we had 2 eggs each bread and butter and tea and that cost 5 francs for 
three of us, at the other place we had to pay for the table cloth and 
the flowers on the table. The Y.M.C.A. was forms and no table cloth but 
that suited us just as well as long as the food was there. After a very 
enjoyable day we started back at 8 p.m. and arrived at the station at 
1.30 p.m. expecting a long walk back to camp but there were 5 motor 
lorries outside the station the chaps of the A.S.C. knew the train was 
expected in and as they were empty they volunteered to wait for us as 
they had to go our way back. That little turn out made a name for the 
A.S.C. in our brigade they had saved us a 7 mile walk, our driver was a 
London busman and he kept us laughing all the way home. 

21st Aug.1917. 

There is a rumour that we are off for six weeks rest and then after 
Fritz again I do not know whether to believe it yet. I am now ina 
quarry just behind the firing line it is known as "The Valley of 
Death" I am fairly safe where I am now but it is coming into the 


valley and going out that is dangerous, it is really a beautiful 
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place if there was not a war on. 
26th Aug. 1917. 
When you recieve this letter we hope to be resting I do not know for 
how long but I hope to be on leave before we go into the trenches again. 
On my last leave I got it was just before the battle of the Somme. 


31st Aug. 1917. 


We are still busy getting settled down in our new camp; our advance 
party had the camp ready for us but the night before we came we had 
a terrible gale which blew down every tent, anyway we are now making 
our-selves at home. 

13th September 1917. 
We are leaving here tomorrow for "Hell" and then we go for Fritz again 
so no chance of leave. Our boys are all prepared for this big show and 
it will be big - one of the biggest that the Lincs have ever been in so 
our C.0. tells us. Fritz is very busy with his gas up there so we 
shall have to be on the alert. 

10th Octr.1917. 
Arrived back to my regiment on the same day as they were leaving the 
fight for a rest. One of my great chums was killed in action on the 
Ath October I was greatly upset. The Lincs. went into action 660 
strong and came out with only 280 most of these men I am sorry to say 
were killed or missing and a lot were caught in the bog poor kids they 
did look done up when I saw them coming along from the firing line. The 
day that they made the attack the rain started and they were wet to the 
Skin and coated with mud. When we left the station to join our 


regiment we had to walk 12 miles to find them and we were wet through 
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when we did find them. There are such a lot of men missing that I have 
only one officer to cook for up to now. We are now a long way from 
the guns for a little while waiting for reinforcements I have lost all 
my friends except one man. 
13th Octr. 1917. We 

have received orders for a hasty move but not to the firing line 
it is important work just behind the lines. I slept in the mud 
and rain last night with the sky for a roof. 

15th Octr. 1917. 
We had a big raid last night but no one hurt just where we are. 
There is every sign of this war ending soon but I do not think it 
will be over before April but Haigh says himself that he thinks Xmas 
will finish it and he knows more than I do. The boys are not blind 
they know very well that Fritz is beaten even his own men say that 
Germany cannot last out much longer. Now these Air raids have 
Started it is just as bad behind the lines as in the firing line 
itself if you happen to be anywhere near where he drops his bombs 
you do not stand much chance. I had to go to ------- yesterday 
and I saw some terrible sights, I saw motor lorries sunk in the mud 
over the wheels, horses with part of their heads showing above the 
Swamps, two tanks were buried and the men who were in them will 
never be able to tell the tale of the fight they had but they were 
heros. I have never seen so many dead before and they were mostly 
Germans we are burying them as quickly as possible but the weather 
has been so bad that we have been unable to get at some of them and 
a lot have been buried in the bogs and that accounts for so many 


men who are missing. I should have liked you 


oy 
to have seen my overcoat two days ago it was four times its weight 
with mud and water and my putties and trousers were mud up to my waist 
and boots full of mud if you put a pair of dry socks on they are the 
same in about ten minutes. It is impossible to sleep as it is getting 
so cold now and it is not too good lying on a muddy floor with a wet 
water sheet. 
20th Oct. 1917. 
Yesterday the other servants had just left the camp we were at and 
were on our way to a new place when we vaw 12 aeroplanes coming over 
toward our camp and they dropped some bombs in the next camp they flew 
ever so low but our guns could not get them. 
22nd Oct. 1917. 
We had another raid this morning I believe I could hit the airman 
if I had thrown a stone at him. 
29th Oct. 1917. 
My regiment went into the firing line last Wednesday night but I am glad 
to tell you that I did not have to go with them as I am staying with the 
transport but it is not all honey here what with the bombs and shells 
every day and night. We had a lucky escape last Tuesday Fritz dropped 10 
bombs right on our camp but only wounded two men and tore the tents to 
pieces. We are expecting to move from here in a few days from now I hope 
it is true as anywhere in France is better than this "Hell" I am sorry to 
tell you that our Brigadier General was killed yesterday morning by a 
shell. He was a good man. 
3rd Nov, 1917. 


The boys have come out of the trenches and I have been very busy 
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Since as I have got six officers and six servants to look after. Fritz 
came over again last night, five raids the moon was out for 7 hrs. and it 
was as light as day he did not do much damage but he dropped them a bit too 
close for my liking. There is no cover anywhere and I shake like a jelly 
laying down under a ground sheet which is the only cover to stop the bits 
of bombs- not very comforting and we all get the wind up. Our guns seem 
to be fed up with these raids and they do not trouble to fire at them 
much. Our boys are having a terrible time in the trenches they are up to 
the waist in mud and water, each side of the roads these are dead horses 
and men, carts motor lorries etc in the hundreds. Our transport have 
managed to get the rations up to the boys and have only lost two horses 
and one man up to now. This Minein road is a cobbled road or was before 
the shells smashed it up I have only had to go up there once and I do not 
want to go again but I may have to go tomorrow morning. The Somme was bad 
enough but this is a thousand times worse. The Censor if he reads this 
letter may say that I am chancing my arm for sending this news all I can 
say to him is let the papers publish what the troops out here are really 
doing also the torture they are going through then perhaps the public will 
realise that a man out here in the fighting forces deserves better 
treatment than he gets. There are men now in the trenches fast dying of 
cold they go sick see the doctor go back and try to stick it until they 
get relieved. I am not running our doctor down he is a good man but he 
has his orders from the others. When the men do get relieved some of them 
find that they are too ill to walk back to where the regiment is going 


and they have to stop 
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for a rest on the road where no one wants to stop but only run, and while 
resting on the road they might get hit by a piece of shell and then they 
may be taken on a stretcher to the dressing station that is if we have 
any brave stretcher bearers who are willing to risk their lives - it is 
everyone for himself on this road. 

7th Nov. 1917. 

You will be surprised to hear that I have stopped cooking for the officers. 
I have six new officers and one of them I did not like at all they have 
been wanting me to do impossible things. I told them I had satisfied other 
officers for two years and as I could not satisfy them they had better find 
someone else to do the cooking. Perhaps I have done a silly thing by 
leaving the job but I will chance it. I know everything will be a lot 
harder for me and I shall have to do sentry go and all other horrible 
things. We are expecting to go back for a rest soon so if all goes well I 
may get another staff job. Have now arrived at a place just behind the lines 
we do not know whether we are going up the line again or not yet as if the 
new division arrives before the day that it is our turn to go up we will 


not have to go. I 


feel so lonely at the present time as nearly all the men in my company are new 
and I have not one of my old mates left but I shall pick out the best boy 
and make a chum of him. I expect that if we do go up the line I shall be 
wanted to do this and that as I am at present the oldest man in the company 
even the officers we have now have only nine to twelve months service and 
they know very little. I would like to put in for my Commission but am 
afraid I am not a good enough scholar. I wonder if I shall spend the coming 
Xmas in the dirty trenches if so it will be my fourth Xmas. What a game it 


is. 


60. 
13th Nov 1917. 

We left "Hell" trenches on the night of the 12th November, we do not get 
any mail sent up there as it is one hundred to one that it would be 
blown up before it reached us and we cannot send any letters from there. 
I managed to send a Field Card by one of our men who happened to go out 
a couple of days before us. We have had a terrible five days of it up 
there and it was raining most of the time and we have been up to our 
thighs in mud and water - my feet are not too good but I have not got 
frostbite yet. We had a terrible time going up to relieve another 
regiment. Going up Fritz dropped two shells right on top of my company 
- how any of us got out of it alive I cannot say. Thank God I was one of 
the lucky ones. It was a black night and we could not see the man in front 
of us and we were just leaving the road to start on the trench boards 
when the two shells came killing twelve men and wounding thirty. The 
officer I refused to cook for was in front and he was wounded but after 
getting the wound dressed and on the way to hospital he was killed by 
another shell - Hard luck. The few of us that were left went as fast 
as we could but we had to be so careful for if we missed the board we 
would go into the mud. Try and picture it on the boards, Fritz 
dropping shells you dare not turn back you might run into a shell so you 
just go forward as there is no place to take cover at all. I have 
thanked God for sparing me. When we were relieved and started to come 
out of the trenches Fritz did not shell much but when we were half way 
across the boards he started sending gas shells - it was bad enough 
trying to see the way but when you have to put on a gas mask as well you 


can guess what it was like and we were in a valley 
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and the gas clung to the low ground. When we got on the road we were 
able to take our gas helmets off and went on as quickly as we could but 
that was not as quick as I should have liked owing to the weight we had to 
carry and having nothing to eat for two days. They tried to get food up 
to us as much as possible but a lot of poor chaps got killed in the 
attempt. When we were up there I had a piece of shrapnel tear the sleeve 
of my overcoat it would have torn into my wrist if it had been an inch 
lower but God was watching over me and I am now not so bad after the time 
we had. We are still in a place where his shells hit a bit but tomorrow 
we go away in motor buses a bit further back then the next day we go for a 
train ride and a well earned rest. It will be a rest this time as we are 
SO smashed up not that it will be impossible for them to send us up 
the line again until we get strongly reinforced. Last time the boys went 
into the trenches and I did not have to go, myself and a chum went into a 
village where there was a photographers. We were very muddy and very dirty 
but we had our photos taken and they said that they would send them on to 
us and we were waiting for them to come but Fritz stopped them coming, he 
dropped a bomb on the shop so we have heard. The papers say that the German 
soldiers are all nerves but what about us you can see the fear in all of 
uS aS we go up those trenches - Brave men we did have once but most of them 
we have now including officers are the men who have been slacking in 
England until they were fetched and more than half of them are not worth a 
few of "The Contemptible Little Army of 1914." 

15th Nov. 1917. 

Today is the i5th Nov. and we are a few miles from the trenches and 


we are going farther tomorrow but I do not know where yet. 
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We have started our rest, I mean a so called rest, it is parades all 
day long, I would not mind if it was to learn something new but to have 
these young officers who have bean slacking behind a desk for the last 
three years, drilling me on parade the same drill I learnt eleven years 
ago - why it is enough to annoy any man of the Contemptible little Army 
and I am fed up with this blinking war. I was going on the tanks 
yesterday but I altered my mind at the last minute they wanted sixteen 
men from my regiment and I was asked if I would like to go as they 
wanted men who had been out here for three years. I changed my mind 
because a picture came in front of me of nine tanks I saw only last 
week near our trenches smashed to bits. 

20th Nov. 1917. 
Since last Monday we have been on the march every day and we have only 
been able to send one letter in that time and after finishing the 
journey each day I felt too tired to write. We are off again tomorrow 
to finish the journey - what a long way we have had to walk. I do not 
see any hopes of having our long looked for rest and I believe we go 
into the trenches again very soon. I could do with something to "eat" 
if it was only dry bread I would not mind. We have had no pay for 
nearly a month and when we do get it, it is only five francs and we 
cannot buy much with that. A man cannot work on the rations we have 
been getting lately, a two pound loaf for seven men, one ounce of cheese 
for two men, if only we could get more bread we could perhaps manage but 
there it is- the rations are handled by too many persons before they 
reach the private soldier. What with the rations and the so called 


officers who have been at home for the last 
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three years crying for exemption and then come out here and torment 
men who have been out here since the beginning, it nearly drives me 
mad and I feel as though I could shoot the lot of them. Have just 
received a parcel from a French friend "Oh, what a feed" sardines, 
three little tins of milk, two big packets of chocolate - now we will 
have some supper. One of my other chums received a parcel too so now 
we will be able to March 40 miles instead of 18 tomorrow. 

24th Nov. 1917. 
Just come off guard and had finished scrubbing my equipment when my 
sergeant told me to pack up and report to the Town Major in this village. 
I did so and I am now cooking for the men who look after the divisional 
baths, it is a nice job but I think that when my regiment go from here I 
shall have to go to but I am not sure I must trust to luck I should like 
to stay on as it just suits me and I feel much happier now that I have got 
away from those bullies of officers. 

5th Dec, 1917. 
I have had to leave my new job owing to the new push, we had our rest 
cut short but it cannot be helped. I reckon my luck must be out but 
some of the boys had only just arrived at their homes in Blighty for 
leave and they found a telegram waiting requesting them to return at 
once. 
8th Dec, 1917. 

At present I am on the Cambria front and we go into the firing line on 
Sunday night we were going to Italy and we even called all men off 
leave for it but owing to this new push we had to leave the place 


where we were having a rest at very quick notice as that morning 
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Fritz attacked our new position and captured 50 tanks and 8,000 of our 
men and a lot of guns and the gunmen were firing at him at 100 yds range. 
We attacked back straight away and captured all of our guns and the men 


back also the tanks and 3,000 German, a quick bit of work. 


Our cavalry did most of this work. I hope to have Xmas out of the 
trenches this year but I am sorry that I shall not be able to send 
anyone a Xmas Card as we are 14 miles from any civilians and there is 
not a house standing around this way. 


Ist Australian General Hospital, 
ROUEN, FRANCE. 


I am slightly wounded and am in hospital at the base "very nice too" I 
will tell you in a few words how it happened - On Monday morning at 4.30 
a.m. I was sitting on the bottom of the trench we had just finished work 
as we had to do 2 hours sentry go and 4 hours digging -no sleep as it was 
too cold. We knocked off at about 4 o'c till 5 o'c which is the time to 
Stand to and I had just put my waterproof sheet around my feet to try and 
keep them warm and was trying to get an hours sleep. The snow had 
Started to fall and about 4.200'c I heard a lot of shouting on the right 
of our post (held by 26 men) I guessed what had happened and jumped on to 
the fire step and by the side of me were 7 men and a machine gun. I saw 
five Germans not 10 yards off and was just going to fire - I believe I did 
fire - but just as I fired there was a blinding flash and the next I 
remember was a horrible noise in my ears and blood running down my face. 
All the other men were lying at the bottom of the trench, I felt 2 or 3 


men run over me they were Germans going through the trench. When 
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I got up everything was quiet or so I supposed as I could not hear 
anything only the noise in my ears. Our reinforcements came up and 
Cleared Fritz off. All the men in my trench were wounded none killed I 
am glad to say. Fritz took 5 men back with him as prisioners and the 
machine gun. Our men were badly wounded except me. Five bombs burst 
in the trench but I was the right hand man and had a wall on the right 
of me and men on my left so I did not catch much of the bombs as they 
fell in the centre of the trench. It was a surprise for us and old 
Fritz caught us napping. I was sent with to others to the dressing 
Station and from there to another station and at last reached the 
central clearing station where I expected to stay but I stayed one night 
and the next day was carried on a stretcher to the Red Cross train and 
arrived here at 30'c in the morning. I never expected to get as far as 
this as I am not very bad and my hearing is a lot better now and my 
wounds will be better in about a week as they are not very bad and I 
think that I shall be out of hospital very soon. I should like to stay 
here for Xmas and hope that I shall as the sisters are very nice and 
the beds are lovely. It is a canvas hospital but it is very 
comfortable. I shall be sent to the base depot when I leave hospital 
and then wait for a draft to go up the line again. I did not receive 
the parcel and do not expect I ever shall but I could do with it as 
they give us very little food in this hospital not enough to live on, 
very bad indeed but I must not grumble. - I have no cigarettes and no 
money -what trouble I am in. It is hard lines that I am not bad enough 
for Blighty but I never expected to get as far down the line as this as 
all my other wounds were far worse than these and I never got any 


further 


66. 

than the C.C.S. 
23rd Dec. 1917. 

You will be surprised to hear that I am in dear Old Blighty and I am 
posting this letter from the hospital ship. I do not know what hospital 
I am going to yet but I hope it is in London. I had a special ear 
doctor to pass before he marked me for Blighty - my service in France 
helped me a lot also the matron of the hospital at the base - God Bless 


Her. 
24th Decr. 1917. 


Telegram Reached Lyme Regis Hospital - Devon. BLIGHTY. 
24th Dec, 1917. 
Reached this beautiful place. V.A.D. Hospital, Rhose Hill, Uplyme, Devon 
I struck lucky being sent to a V.A.D. hospital and not a military one 
the two doctors are civilians and the sisters are all young, about 26 to 
30 years old. The hospital is on a big hill and near the sea. I cannot 
tell you how very happy I am. I have only been here three hours and it 
is now Xmas Eve, This time last year Old Fritz was giving us a terrible 
straffing. I am staying here as long as they will keep me as I am in no 
hurry to go back to France and I think that it is time I had a little 
rest after three years of it. 
V. a ADs Hsp 

Ble, real: 

27th Dec.1917. 
I had a fine time at Xmas. The doctor told me I could leave my bed and 
so I got dressed up in my "Blues" (I did not know that I looked so well 
in them) then I went down to dinner. Everything looked fine in the dining 


room the tables were laid out a treat, there were nuts, oranges, apples, 
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dates, and bon-bons, then the dinner came up and what a dinner it was, I had 
turkey, spuds, brussel sprouts then on top of that three lots of Xmas 
pudding and I was not a bit ill after it. We had a splendid tea and then a 
nice concert in the evening. Then back to bed where I dreamed 
of Germans and turkeys. On Boxing Day I had a nice walk on the beach and in 
the evening we had a big Xmas tree and as we went into the Concert room we 
each drew a number out of a cup and then the Commandant came in dressed as 
Father Xmas and started stripping the tree and calling the number of the 
presents out, there were some beautiful present. I received a Pocket Case. 
After that we had a concert and then at the finish each man was given a 
parcel a present from the people of Devon. My parcel contained sweets, 
socks, tobacco cigarettes, writing pad, and a pocket knife. Some of the 
boys had letters in their parcels from 
the senders, but mine had not I wish it had as I should have liked to 
have thanked the sender. So ended our Happy Xmas. We hear that 
we are having a Concert Party from London down here for New Year's 
Night - Wilkey Bard and a lot of other big stars were here three weeks ago. 
While I was in the Town yesterday a lady came up to me and said "We 
have such a lot of eggs for you boys would you mind taking them back 
with you". She told me to call at the "Cups Hotel" and get them, I did and 
the govenor of the place took me into a room and gave me a glass of champagne 
also a few packets of fags, and then a basket with 70 eggs in it. 
They are very good people here so kind to all of us. They sent us 18 
turkeys, I believe I have already eaten one on my own. 
I may get discharged from this place any time now but I think it best 


to stay until they turn me out. 


V.A.D. Hospital, 
Rhode Hill, Uplyme 
Devon. 
29th Dec.1917. 
This is one of the prettiest places I have ever seen in England and if 
ever I am going to have a holiday this is the spot for me. The air here 
is splendid and it does not get so cold here as in other parts of England 
We have not had a drop of rain since we have been here, it snowed a 
little last night. On Boxing Day we had a gentleman here from London 
and they gave a Marionette Show. My wounds are getting better now and 
I have the bandages off but of course I am a bit deaf and have a few 
pains which I must have if I want to stop here at all, but the doctor is 
a good sort and does not trouble to visit me much. Just off to Church, 
the Commandant is taking us in his motor car, it is a wonder that the 
Government does not class this as a "joy ride". 
Same address 
2nd Jan 1918. 
The sister of our Ward arranged a surprise for us - it was a Whist Drive 
and such a splendid tea I do not think that I have ever sat down to a 
tea like this one was. Sisters and civilians and tommies all at the 
same table, it was a real treat. We had salmon, peaches and real 
Devon-shire cream, cakes, sweets and many more things including Bon- 
Bons. Then after the tea we had games. 


Same address. 
13th Jan 1918. 


The doctor told me yesterday that he thinks that he will have to send me 
to a Command Depot, when it will be I do not know as yet and I am sure 
of being here another eight days yet perhaps longer as my medical sheet 


has 
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to go to Exeter then back here before I go and my sheet is still hanging 
up so I am not worrying. Some of the boys went away to Exeter yesterday 
and the Sergeant and the other men go on Wednesday so I shall have the 
room to myself. Twenty seven are going this week and twenty went last 
week so we are expecting another convoy soon and I do not think that the 
doctor will have much time to worry me and they want someone to scrub the 
hall out and wash up so you see I cannot leave them to do it all can I! 
Same Address. 

17th Jan 1918. 
Sixteen of the boys were invited out to tea again today and I was one of 
the lucky ones. The house was on the sea-front and we went to a nice big 
room and had a few games for a start and then we went down to a most 
splendid tea, two eggs, cakes, bread and real butter (not war butter) 
jellies, jam, nuts apples and cigarettes, they had a pianola there and we 
had a most enjoyable time, but we had to leave at six o'c the C.0.'s 
orders as we were having a concert at the Hospital in the evening and that 
was very good too. 


Same address. 
24th Jan 1918, 


My paper was marked "Duty" last Sunday morning. Where I shall go I 

do not know for sure until that paper goes away. The reason I am 

not going as yet is that there are only 34 of us left here now and out 
of the 34 about 20 of us can work. There is a lob of work here between 
7 o'c and 9.30 o'c in the morning cleaning up for inspection, 


so they are keeping us until a convoy comes but there is no sign of 
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one yet and I shall be here at least another two weeks. It would be 
nice if we could get to the pictures for an evening but the Commandant 
will not let us go as it is from 7 o'c to 9 o'c and he says that it is 
an army order that no man is allowed out after 5 o'c in the evenings. I 
have the ward all on my own now and it is very quiet. 

Same Address. 

27th Jan. 1918. 

We had a convoy come here at 2 o'c this morning and I have been up nearly 
all night but feel none the worse for it. We had 59 men and only 5 of these 
were wounded, the others were sick or "Swinging the lead". There were 18 
Australians in this convoy. 

Same address. 

3rd. Feb. 1918. 

We had a bit of excitment the other afternoon - a chum and myself were 
having a cup of tea in Lyme when we heard two bangs, we thought it was 
Fritz but on going down to the beach we saw the lifeboat being launched the 
tide was out and it was a job to get the boat out, there were plenty of men 
looking on and the crew were all old men from 40 to 60 years and they were 
Struggling pulling it along, they were up to their waist in water and the 
wheels were in the sand and they could not move it but no one made a move 
to help them. My friend, a corporal of the Royal Engineers said "Come 
on", and he called some more of our boys and about 10 of us went and we 
managed to help them get the boat afloat. This was at about 4.30 p.m. and 
we should have been in the hospital by ten minutes to 5 p.m. We all arrived 
back at 5.30 p.m. wet through, and did we get straffed. The Commandant 


Said we should have let the 


me 
crew do it but as it was the boat was too late and another from along the 
coast got there first. One of our sea-planes had come down and turned 
upside down but the 3 men in it were safe. It was hard lines on our boat 
being three minutes late as the honour of saving the airmen went to the 
other lifeboat town. 
Lincoln Regt. 
Thurlby Camp, Alford, Lincs. 


On Tuesday morning I was informed by my Captain that he had managed to 


make me waiting man, that means that if any of the other men were absent 
when the Draft paraded I would have to take his place but they were all 
there, eight men and two sergeants so the C.0. inspected them and told 
them he was very sorry that he had to send them out again but it was a new 
order. They marched off and I was told by the Sergt. Major that I would 
be for guard in an hours time at Alford where I am now writing this 
letter. It is three miles from our Camp and it is at a big brewery and 
part of it is a store for munitions. The General lives next door to this 
place. We are five miles from the sea but still this will do it is far 
better than France. Well I have got off this Draft but may be on the 
next although my C.0. says it will be a shame of I have to go again so I 
expect I will be put in some job now that will be fairly safe so I do not 
worry now. 
Lincoln Regt. Sea 

View Camp 

Saltfleetby, 

Lincs. 

March 1918 
We had to go and see the Commanding Officer and he said "So you have 


been out there since 1914" and he asked me what my trade was and I 
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told him chef and the Captain took all particulars and asked me if 
I would like a job in the officers mess for the duration as he said 
"you were five times wounded and in France for three years and four 
months" but he also recommended me for discharge from the Army. I 
Shall be sorry in a way to get my discharge but still I will not have 
any more fear of going out to France and I hope to be able to get a 
good job somewhere. It is very nice here on the sands and the tide 
goes out for two miles. This place is alright for the sands and fresh 
air but otherwise one might as well be in the desert. 
Lincoln Regt. 
Cockerington Hall, 


Nr.Couth, Lincs. 


5th May, 1918. 
I am leaving here on Monday or Tuesday for Ripon, there are thirty- 
nine of us boys going for our discharge. This is a miserable old place 
it is 100 years old - we do a bit of garden work and there is nowhere 
to go only a village with about twenty houses - we have no Canteen and 
I shall be glad to get away from here. The nearest town is Louth and 
that is five miles away and we cannot go there until after 4 p.m. and 
have to be back by 10.30 p.m. so it is not worth the trouble. 


Discharge Dept. 
Ripon, Lincs. 
8th May, 1918. Just 
left the Board and am sorry to say my luck is out and I have not got my 
discharge. 
Royal Defence Corp, 
Old Mill, Cuckney, 
Nr. Mansfield, Notts. 


23. 
Ath August, 1918. 
This place is only a village and not much to see at all, but we are 
expecting some German prisoners about Thursday and I shall be here for 
some time. I think that they are going to work on the Duke of 
Portlands estate - farm work. We had a job getting here from York as 
the trains were very crowded. 
Same address 
12th November 1918. 
When we got the good news of the end of the WAR yesterday I was passing 
the church with another man when the Flag went up over the church and the 
parson told us that all the bell ringers were at work so six of us got 
together and we rang them or at least made a terrible noise for an hour 
and then we went and had a drink. I wish I could have been in London I 
bet it was a day. I got a big flag and nearly broke my neck -I climbed to 
the top of the roof where the German prisoners were and stuck it up and it 
will stay there now as no one will chance going up to get it down. The 
prisoners were as excited as we were. I hope to be finished with army 


life early next year. 


3 lst prizes for swimming 


3 miles in 55 minutes. 


